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and the African coast loomed up as we entered the
Gulf of Tunis* When visiting, by sea, a port
which is new to me I always form a mental picture
of what it will be like, but never do these efforts
conform in the very least to the real thing* Tunis
was a startling exception, for not only did it not
fit into my picture, but it was not there to do so*
Steaming down the Gulf towards a distant shore, I
could see some wireless-masts and a large group
of palms, but no city, or anything that might be
one*
We approached a small seaside resort, with a
bathing-beach hut, and a modern township behind*
Entering a narrow piece of water, there were
several landing-stages to be seen, but these we
scorned, and, pushing ahead, soon had the township
behind us* I began to wonder what was going to
happen and where we were going, when suddenly
we rounded a sharp bend to enter a canal which
ran for seven miles into the far-distant palm trees*
Moving at a slow pace, we glided down this water
with its low banks and wide, placid lakes on either
side of us* The colour of the canal on which we
floated was a rich pea-green in colour, and it creamed
"revoltingly against the sides of the banks in our
wake*
Mile after mile slid by, but there was still no
sign of that large and important city of Tunis*